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Summary: A letter from Astrid to her heavenly father. Clarification 
inside . 


1 . Chapter 1 

A/N I am writing this at 1:43 AM. Just some stuff in real life that I 
need to get off of my chest. Everything you read in this is 100% real 
(aside from names being changed) . I role play as Astrid. 

Dear Eather, 

Whoever you are, I don't know. I hear I have a heavenly father that's 
better than my dad in real life. I know I'm lucky and some kids don't 
have a dad, but it still hurts. 

I used to be Daddy's little girl. I had everything: blond hair; wide, 
blue eyes, and the only girl in the family of boys. I don't know what 
happened. Ever since you took Mom away. Dad blames you. 

He doesn't see that you healed her many times, that she died four 
times and you brought her back to life. He is angry at you for not 
healing mom. He hears all about other people getting healed and he is 
mad at you for not healing her. You did heal her, and I know that. He 
doesn't see it. 

He never pays attention to me. I don't know if it's because I look so 
much like Mom or what, but he only pays attention to me when I do 
something wrong. That's just to ground me or yell at me. He got in a 
fight with Stepmom over it. It lasted five days. 

Even when I am hurt he pays no attention. I told him I was depressed, 
and he started yelling at me . I told him everything. Then he yelled 
at me and I wished I wouldn't. When I got hurt, he didn't do 
anything. He gave me ice and left me alone. 



Nate and Gabe he pays attention to. He always looks at his two oldest 
boys. He always tell how Nate did this and that, even though he quit 
everything he started. He says how Gabe is going to college, but 
fails to mention that it's one class to be an engineer. He gladly 
forks over 200 a month, but every so often I need something that 
costs 20 at the most and he acts like it's such a chore and waits 
until the last minute to get it and I'm suffering because he's 
working here and there and doing everything for everyone else and 
does it with a smile on his face. 

And don't get me started on the younger siblings! He pays more 
attention to them in a day than I get in a month. AND THEY'RE NOT 
EVEN HIS KIDS! He takes them here, and buys them this and expects 
Stepmom to fill in for me. Then he gets mad at her for not doing for 
me. Excuse me, you didn't give two rat stoles about it earlier, why 
all of the sudden now? Stepmom is more of a mom to me that Dad is a 
dad. Ask Neve, Rose, any of them, and they will tell you the same 
thing . 

I can't do anything for Dad for father's day. I can't even give him a 
hug and him acknowledge it. You know what I get for straight As? A 
nod. Not even a "good job" or 

>"well done" just a nod. Definitely, he's not going to say "I'm proud 
of you." He's never said that in my life. Of course, he's proud of 
Nate and Gabe, he talks about them all the time. God, he hasn't even 
said "I love you" in the past three years. I stopped hugging on Dad. 
No one blames me for doing it. I think the last time I hugged him was 
two years ago. Stepmom hugged me today. She told me she loved me 
today. The only thing Dad said to me: "It's one o'clock, get 
inside . "<p> 

Heavenly Eather, how can you love me? Obviously, I did something 
wrong. I don't know what it could be. This father's day, can you be 
my dad? I know I don't deserve it. It hurts. My own father isn't 
proud of me, I don't see how you can be. My own brothers don't even 
say they love me anymore. They don't wish me a happy birthday. It's 
like they don't care. Stepmom seams to be the only one that cares. I 
feel welcome with her. I can talk to her about anything and she won't 
yell. Well, she might yell, but it's out of love. God, I know I'm 
probably one of the worst of your children, and you may not even read 
this. Please heal Daddy, until he gets over that you didn't take 
Mommy, this will always be the same. I don't want Stepmom to leave. 
Dad doesn't care, all grandma and grandpa care about is having me, 
even if it means taking me away from Dad. Actually, preferably taking 
me away from Dad. They would never let me see Stepmom again. She's 
the only one that loves me. Not my Dad, and I question sometimes even 
you. I mean, how could you love a failure like me? I'm no good at 
anything. I'm stupid. I have no common sense. Dad seems to have given 
up on me . I don't hear a voice. I get yelled at for not praying 
right. I just want to be your child. I just want to know you. Can you 
hear me? I want to hear you. Do you just block me out? I would do 
anything to hear your voice. I love you. Do you love 
me? 

Love, 

Astrid 

**A/N Well, after crying twice and it being 2:22 AM, I think I'm 
going to bed. Hopefully this did something for me and for anyone else 



going through this as well. I'm sorry for letting my personal 
problems get into fanfiction, but I feel this just had to be done. 

-k k 


2 . Chapter 2 

**A/N: So, I guess I should post this. Anyone who got this far 
deserves a prize. Again, everything is 100% true. Thank you for all 
the love and support. I felt it all the way from here. So every story 
has an end, but every story also has a twist.** 

Dear Father, 

Thank you for everything from yesterday. I know I've been praying for 
this. Thank you for sending people in my life to help me keep pushing 
through and being able to see this. There was a rainbow at the end of 
the storm. I thank you for the rainbow. It was the best birthday gift 
ever . 

Ten days before my birthday, I was so excited. I couldn't stop 
telling everyone about how my parents were going to get married. On 
my birthday, we got new pets, but most of all, I go to see my 
favorite older cousin after eight years. 

Ten days later, I was in my outfit that everyone liked on me. We had 
a whole bunch of friends and family in the house. About thirty people 
in a little house makes it a little hard to breathe, but I loved 
it . 

When we got to the lake, I was so happy. Our friends had decorated it 
and got a cake. My aunt says I had a smile on my face the entire 
time. We were waiting for John to get there, he was the last 
one . 

He, Mom, and Dad, went up and after fifteen minutes, they were 
married. I finally had a mom again, and this one didn't have to go to 
the hospital every week and make a three hour trip every month. I 
could actually do stuff with this one. I didn't just have to lay in 
bed with her and talk because that's all she could do. Don't get me 
wrong, I still miss Mom, but Stephanie is my Mom, too. I just have 
two, that's all. We had so much fun. 

Everyone kept asking me how I felt, and I kept saying I liked it. I 
didn't care if my mom's side of the family didn't like it. I didn't 
care if my dad's side of the family didn't like it. I loved it. I 
prayed for it. I thank you for making it happen. 

On the way home, my stepbrother said that at first he was pretty sad, 
but now he was happy because now he knows that Dad won't leave him 
and that he can do stuff with him and make stuff with him. He also 
said that it was one of the best days of his life. He's already 
talking about going ice fishing with Dad this winter. 

They said we don't have to call them Mom and Dad unless we feel 
comfortable with it. I want to call her mom kind of, but I'm 
tooa€ 1 embarrassed I guess is the word. So, I guess I'm not as ready 
as I think I am, but maybe eventually, I will call her mom. It 
doesn't mean I don't love my real mom or forgot about her, because 
love never runs out. You don't have a limited supply. Love grows. 



I'll never forget about her. She will always be my mom. 


Stephanie loves me, and I love her. I guess the wedding was kind of 
like a confirmation. She will be there for better or for worse, in 
sickness and in health, to have and to hold, for rich or for poor, 
and all of that stuff until death do us part. She's not leaving like 
she did before. She's not leaving, at least anytime soon. She will be 
the grandma my kids know. 

I just want to say thank you again. Thank you for not giving up. 

Thank you for hearing my prayers. Thank you for bringing her into my 
life. Thank you for making this possible. Thank you for being my 
dad . 

Love, 

_Astrid_ 


End 
f ile . 



